AH the joy,
To turn from this world of pedants and knaves,
Where all a man's labour is wasted and spoiled,
Before it is done,

Yet for the honour and love of the work he must labour
on:

Ah the joy,

To turn from the weary and meaningless round of

routine,
Where a man is so swiftly entrapped and bemired and

lost;

Ah the joy,

To turn from the failures and follies,

To this little home,

Where is bliss beyond telling,

Eternal and deathless reality,

Simple joy,

Love unclouded and white,

And the goodness and friendship of God.

MASTER,
Men ask us for some word of Thee:
How, oh how, shall we show Thee to men?

Gautama was pitiful,
Arjuna was gallant,
Harishchandra faithful.
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